ii6                             LOTH AIR.

anybody who touches this person will touch this person at
his peril. Stand off, men! * And they stood off. The
wave retreated backward, leaving the two leaders in front.
A couple of hundred men, a moment before apparently full
of furious passion and ready to take refuge in the violence
of fear, were cowed by a single human being.

* Why, you are not afraid of one man ? ' said the leaders,
ashamed of their following.    * Whatever betides,   no  one
unknown shall leave this room, or it will be Bow Street
to-morrow morning.7

* Nevertheless,'   said the stranger,  'two unknown men
will leave this room, and with general assent.    If anyone
touches this person or myself I will shoot him dead,' and .
he drew out his revolver ; i and as for the rest, look at that/
he added, giving a paper to the leader of the Fenian Lodge,
'and then give it me back again.'

The leader of the Fenian Lodge glanced at the paper ;
he grew pale, then scarlet, folded the paper with great care
and returned it reverentially to the stranger, then looking
round to the assembly and waving his hand he said, ' All
right, the gentlemen are to go.'

' Well, you have got out of a scrape, young sir,' said the
stranger to Lothair when they had escaped from the hall.

' And how can I express my gratitude to you ? ' Lothair
replied.

' Poh!' said the stranger, * a mere affair of common
duty. But what surprises me is how you got your pass
ticket/

Lothair told him all.

4 They manage their affairs in general wonderfully close,*
said the stranger, * but I have no opinion of them. I have
just returned from Ireland, where I thought I would go
and see what they really are after. No real business in
them. Their treason is a fairy tale, and their sedition a
child talking in its sloop.'